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THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 381 

For freedom's sake ! — alas, the sound 

In Cambria soon will cease to be, 
No more her realm is hallow'd ground, 

The sacred dwelling of the free. 

Our gay green plains, our mountains high, 
The Norman charger tramples proud, 

Instead of Cambria's battle-cry, 
The stranger's triumph rings aloud. 

Farewell, life fades, my feeble hand 

In death's cold trembling quits thy strings; 

Farewell ! thou pride of freedom's bands, 
Thou lov'd one of a thousand kings. 

S. R. J. 



CAMBRIAN MELODY. 

His golden harp let Urien bring, 
The harp his sires were wont to bear, 
And Hubert's daughter's praises sing, 
The Saxon maid with yellow hair. 

Caerleon's pride, the blue-ey'd maid 
The gem of Dyvy's wood-girt shore, 
Oh, may her beauty never fade, 
Nor youthful hearts cease to adore ! 

Stately her step, as on the hill 
The deer's, when it in freedom roves : 
When she is near, no heart is still, 
No eye is cold where Ellen moves. 

Sweeter than morning's air her breath, 
Sweeter than evening mead her lip, 
T'were bliss t' inhale it e'en in death, 
T 'were extacy such balm to sip. 

His golden harp let Urien bring, 
The harp his sires were wont to bear, 
And Hubert's lovely daughter sing, 
The Saxon maid, than snow more fair. 



S. R. J. 



